
So Here we are at end of our four week stewardship 

campaign, and I am the one who’s been given the onerous task 

- lumbered perhaps - of doing an improbable impersonation of 

Sir Bob Geldof  so as to snarl, “Give me your money…..give 

me your money….”……actually I believe that I have left out a 

vital epithet…….anyway you will pleased to learn that I have 

no intention of being so vulgar. 

But, I am going to talk about Stewardship……how we steward 

God’s creation here, on earth - where, as the Hymn puts it, -- 

we are for a season, and then above. 

I am, indeed, also going to talk about money, but also about 

church   and community and mission. 

My Father was clergy man…..I cannot remember anytime 

through his career as a parish priest when he wasn’t raising 

money for something or other……as we know from the saga 

of this church’s heating, our buildings are high 

maintenance…..there was always funds needed for rooves or 

redecoration or organ renovation.. 

In the mid-fifties, our family moved to an Urban Parish in 

Liverpool 8…..a Georgian church in a Georgian square.  

The Bishop assured my Father that it was a church without 

problems. It had a wonderful choir…..in fact two choristers 

from my time there went on to sing Wagner at the ENO. 

But it had no money. It was my mother who first noticed that 

no matter how big or small the congregation was, the weekly 

collection was nearly always the same. It transpired, after 

some sneaky detective work, that the Church Warden was 

siphoning off the weekly take as he carried the offertory plate 

up to the vestry.  So mortified was he to be caught red 

handed that he downed a bottle of Izal, some of you will 

remember this a particularly pernicious domestic cleanser, and 

he was rushed to hospital. 

In order to augment the Church Funds my Mother and Father 

and a handful of intrepid helpers started house to house 

collections, knocking on doors every Friday night. In Liverpool 

8, where nearly every house was in multi-occupation, I think 

this called for a degree of fortitude, if not madness.  

 

But it was interesting that, so often, they found non-

churchgoers on the doorstep who were eager to help the 

church……concerned to see it remain a going concern and 

prosper. 

At the corner of the square where we lived, one  of the multi-

story houses was a shebeen…..a club with a bar on the ground 

floor, gambling in the basement, and ladies of a certain 

disposition on the other floors.  



Mr. Campbell who ran the Boys Brigade was very adamant, 

“Stay away from there, Mrs Vicar,” he would tell my Mum, 

“They’re not nice people…. They don’t like the church.” 

So one Friday afternoon, my mother stood on the corner of 

the square, waiting for me to come home from our church 

school, at the point where I had to cross a main road….and 

she was joined by a large and jolly individual who introduced 

himself as the manager of the adjacent club.  “So pleased to 

meet you Mrs,” he said, “Don’t we do well for the church?” 

Mummy looked puzzled….”You know”, said the man, “ the 

way we fill up that collecting tin every week….” 

 

Mr Campbell  - the Boys’ Brigade Leader - by the way, who 

appeared to be a pillar of the church, turned out not to be 

married to the lady he called his wife, and as my mother found 

out by following and sleuthing in a way that Father Brown 

who’d have approved, it transpired that Mrs C  plied her trade 

under red lights.  

Mr. C, as it turned our, was, in fact wanted in seven cities 

across the country. 

I tell these stories with affection…..my dear Parents spent so 

much of their time trying to raise funds for whichever church 

they looked after.  I remember as a small boy the bi-weekly 

Mothers Union working parties where ladies of a certain age 

congregated in our house, embroidering doilies and other 

knick-knacks to be sold at the Christmas Fair……or the 

village where we had two squires……one nouveau riche….a 

factory owner from Keighley, and the other who saw himself 

as the real gentleman whose family had held the land for 

hundreds of years.  So the organ needed repairing…. Or the 

vicarage needed re-organising….and a bidding war would start 

between these two proud parties. 

I also remember my Father being shocked beyond belief when 

my sleuth-like mother, once again, proved that the Chartered 

Surveyors to the Diocese in which he was then working, were 

selling off Church Land for peanuts to their developer Friends. 

Money , money, money---not the root of all evil, but the root 

of a whole host of our anxieties. 

The Church of England has historically been very bad with 

money…..well-meaning amateur helpers have frittered away  

millions of the Church Commissioners’ Assets….and where 

once it was possible for a National Anglican Church to be 

funded by the fruits  and bequests of the past……now we, 

here at the very grass roots…..we who come to take our 

place in these pews every Sunday, we who believe that our 

lives are incomplete without coming to glorify God,……well, 

we  must face the realities of the present….we now have to 

pay our way. 

Yes, there has not been good stewardship of the great 

Heritage that our forebears thought they would be leaving us. 



And, that – it seems to me – leaves us all today with the 

responsibility, not only to carry on their work, but to try and 

safeguard our church’s way forward. 

We’ve just proudly celebrated our 150th year of All Saints 

being here in the community……but, I am sure that many of 

the early benefactors of this church – if they came back today 

– would be taken aback…..surprised….. to see that the 

modern All Saints seems to exist in a backwater, not just of 

streets and roads, but also in the community. 

Let’s not forget that this church was built in a green field, and 

that our church hall used to be where the Health Centre is 

now on North Hill. Let us not forget that this ”little church in 

the woods “as Bishop Leonard once called it”, was a huge 

influence on all around us…..with soup kitchens……children’s 

groups…..medical advice…and so on.  

In the nineteenth century….this church felt so confident of its 

place in God’s Kingdom….that it was able to fund the building 

of St. Augustine’s…..just down the Archway Road……how 

amazing….because nowadays we tremble at the costs of 

repairing the Central Heating. 

It’s also worth thinking about at how long it took, too, to 

recover from all the damage of bombs in the Second World 

War. 

But the generations of worshippers who strove then – 60 

years ago - to turn this church – once more – into a place 

where the community could gather to glorify God…are not 

much different from we gallant few – today -  we who believe 

in God’s love….who believe that he watches over us….and 

embraces us throughout our lives. 

This church, and we its members still have a huge role to play 

in the life of North Highgate.  Some of us who remember – in 

the not too distant past - when an electricity sub-station blew 

up, and the whole area was without power for countless days.  

The Church Hall became the centre of the Community as 

residents spent weeks grappling with the Energy Companies. 

Then, residents looked to us – its Church - for a lead, and we 

provided it 

As with the post-war generation…..we were then, and are 

now, Stewards of God’s Kingdom..  ….we are Stewards, here 

for a season….and we are charged to keep God’s Beacon 

burning in Highgate.  

 

In the past weeks you’ve heard from other preachers about 

time and talents…..volunteering and so on….and 

indeed….without all the marvellous volunteers….side persons. 

treasurers, vergers, tea makers, Sunday school helpers, 

communion assistants…cross-bearers …this service would be 

an impoverished affair every Sunday. 



Yes, somehow or other, every Sunday, the show goes 

on……but why, I have to ask, do some of us think it’s enough 

to celebrate and glorify our God just on Sunday? 

God does not love us only on Sundays....because no…Jesus is 

here…..Jesus lives….in our lives every minute of every day. He 

is always here to help us, or to hold us, or to comfort us, or, 

perhaps, just advise us how to make the right choices. 

So, I would suggest, that a good theology of stewardship 

begins with the premise that everything belongs to God – all 

that we are, all that we have…..indeed all that there is. A good 

steward, a friend of mine wrote, is one who wears an invisible 

lapel button that says, "It's God's!" 

Yes, I’m sorry…that means our money too….God is our 

provider…..without his love, we are nothing. 

 Now, I find all this very obvious, yet it's exactly the opposite 

of what the world would have us believe.  

According to the unchurched -- the ungodly -– as I like to call 

them -  all that I have …….the warmth and wealth of family 

and friends which keeps me ticking over….all this, they would 

claim, has nothing to do with God. 

It's all mine, they say. I earned it, I bought it, I paid for it, I own 

it. Even if it was given to me or I inherited it, it's still mine to 

do with as I see fit. 

Well, I am sorry!! I have to tell you that I do believe that we 

have to thank God for all that has been given to many of us – 

especially here in Highgate - comfortable homes, fulfilling jobs, 

endless opportunities for self-improvement, freedom, family, 

faith and friends. The list goes on and on.  

 

And then let’s not forget the fact that God has also given us 

the gift of his only begotten son, Jesus Christ who came to die 

to save us from our sins. Yes, we do have so much to be 

thankful for.   

But, you know…..it’s not just me…….just not us…. in every 

age, God's people have struggled to find the words to speak 

about the stewardship of money. As one scholar puts it, 

“Although Jesus speaks directly and often about the dangers of 

allowing money to take the place of God in our lives, people 

of faith often find such words difficult and awkward.” 

And, yes, it seems to me that this awkwardness is made so 

much worse as we find ourselves stranded in the midst of this 

economic downturn.   

You know, on the one hand, thoughtful Christians want to be 

known as kind and generous people; on the other hand,  - as 

one that same writer puts it - becoming such a person is not 

exactly second nature to many of us.  So, in our Gospel, this 

morning, Jesus chooses to highlight a most unlikely scenario as 

he tries to educate the disciples. 



So he picks on a poor, almost bereft widow, and then we 

discover that what Jesus values in this old lady as she offers all 

that she has to God are three things: First, Her Genuine Heart, 

Second Her Grateful Spirit, and finally Her Generous Attitude. 

Jesus and his disciples were in the temple area near the 

treasury.  From their vantage point, they could see what 

people were putting into the offering plates.  Some of the 

wealthier people were putting in large sums of money.   

Not surprisingly, these large sums and the people giving them 

do not impress Jesus at all.  Then along came a poor widow: 

she catches the attention of Jesus.  The poor widow gives, first 

of all, from what one writer points out is a Genuine Heart.   

For the woman in this story, giving an offering to God is first 

and foremost a matter of having a genuine heart for 

God.  One writer makes this pertinent point: “During this 

season of stewardship in many of our churches, let us 

remember that God cares more about our heart than the 

actual amount of the money we give.” 

Something else is at work in this woman.  For her to give such 

an extravagant gift…all that she apparently has….she must be 

giving from A Grateful Spirit…..based on an in-built generosity. 

We can learn so much from her gratitude and 

generosity…..it’s an example I hope will not be lost on us all 

as we consider how best we can support our Church. 

Anyway, I thought, before I ended, that I should I tell 

you….that a few years ago, I was back in Liverpool with my 

wife Corinna where she was appearing in a concert. I thought I 

would give her a tour of my old Haunts.  We went to Falkner 

Square…the home of  shebeens a and pilfering wardens. But 

unbelievably, the church was not there….this Georgian gem 

had been knocked down to make way for the perimeter fence 

of a new Hospital. Famous roads like Parliament St  and 

Canning Street and Huskison Street had vanished from the 

face of the land….there was not even a plaque to say that 

there had once been a church on this site. 

The next day I want to Liverpool Cathedral, just down the 

road - to take communion. I cannot say that it was a very 

welcoming experience.  

 

Eventually over coffee, a lady with a badge asked me why I was 

there…..I did not tell her how as a teenager I had led 

processions up  and down the aisle…..I just said that I was 

looking back to my roots….and did she know what had 

happened to St Saviours? “Oh,” she said, “it had to go….that’s 

progress…..I believe we got a lot of money for the site.” 

Well I hope that in future years there won’t be men or 

women with calculators deciding how much this site is worth.  

Let me tell you……this site is worth than mortal man can 



give…….. Our values lie with God, and not with modern 

marketeers. 

So, yes, we have to decide just how precious to us is all that 

Jesus offers. In this modern age, it looks ridiculous to attempt 

to put a deposit on some shady time share in Heaven. You 

may recall this is how our Medieval ancestors spent their 

money. 

 But now we know that that is not on offer: God/Jesus wants 

to participate now in the building of the Kingdom…..and only 

we – each of us – knows how much we can afford to invest in 

underwriting its building blocks. 

So even if I cannot get you to give us your money……and 

there are many, I know, whose budgets are stretched…..do 

give us your time, do give us your support ….do give us your  

prayers ….do give us your blessings. 

Because, in Stewardship month….it’s back to being 

Stewards…making sure that what has gone before remains 

hereafter…….the last thing that you or I could imagine, or 

want to imagine is turning up here in a few years’ time to find 

a five story condo and a lady  -with a badge  - explaining…..yes 

regrettable….but  that’s Progress,” 

God Forbid! God Help Us…..no that’s not how I should 

end…but rather with: Let us give Thanks be to God! 

Amen 

 

 

 


